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Bryigoilc to ftir,fno.w to their colder moods, 
Reneag.affirme.and turne their halcion beakcs ' 

With euery gale and vary of their matters* 

Knowing nought like daics but following, 

; A plague vpon your Epeliptickc vifage, 

Smoilc you my fpecchcs,as I were a foole? 

Goofc,if IhadyouvponSarum Plaine, 

Ide fend you cackling home to Camulet. -- - <r 

£>#%.What,art thou nud olde fellow ? 

Gloft. How fell you out,fay that ? 

Kent .No contraries hold more antipathy. 

Then 1 and fiich a knauc. -«i • .■ 

Duke. Why doft thou call him knaue.what’s his offence ? 
K«*t.His countenance likes me not. 

D#%.No more perchance doth minc,or his, or hers, 
JCc»t.Sir,tis my occupation to be plaine, 

I haue feene better faces in my time, 

Than ftands on a»y fhoulder that I fee 
Before me at this inftant. 

D«’<tf.This is a fellow, who hauing beene praifd 
Forbluntnefle, doth affeft a faucie ruffines. 

And conftraincs the garb quite from his nature. 

He cannot flatter he,he muft be plaine. 

He muft fpeake truth,and they will take it fo. 

If not hee’s plaine,thefe kinde of knaucs I know. 

Which in this plainneffe harbour more craft. 

And more corrupter ends, then twenty filly ducking 
ObferuantSjthat ftretch their duties nicely. 

Kent .Sir in good footh,or in fiqccre verity, 

Vndcr the allowance of your grand afpedt. 

Whofe influence like the wreath of radient fire 
In flitkering Phoebus front. 

D#%.Whatmeanft thou by this? 

Kent, To go ou t ofmy dialogue which you difeommend 0 
much; I know fir, I am no flatterer ..he that beguild you in a P lal “ 
accent, was aplaine knaue, which for my part I wil not bc,thog 

Ifhouldwinyourdifpleafurctoentreatemctoit. ,, 
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Very late to Alike at me vpon his mifconftrudtion. 

When he coniun& and flattering his difpleafure 
Tript me behinde,being doWne } infulted,raild, 

And put vpon him fuch a deale ofman,that 
That worthied him, got praifes of the King, 

For him attempting who was felfe fubdued. 

And in the flechuent of this dread exploit, 
Drewonmeheereagaine. . . . 

jfc#f.None of thefe roges & cowards but A lax is their foole. 

P«%.Bring foorth the ftockes ho ? 

You ftubborne mifereant knaue, you vnreuerent bragart, 

Wee’l teach you. c 

Kent , I am too olde to learne,call not your ftockcs tor me, 

1 ferue the King, on whofe imploiments I was fent to you, 

You fhould do fmall refpca.fhew too bold malice 

Againft the grace and perfon ofmy matter. 

Stopping his McfTenger, 

Pff^-.Fetch foorth the ftockes ; as I haue life and honour, 
There fhall he fit till noone. ,1 

^.Till noone,till night my Lord.and all night too. 

Kent , Why Madam,if l were your fathers dog, you could not 
vfe me fo. 

.fog.S ir.bcing his knaue,! will. 

Z)»%.This is a fellow of the fame nature, 
dur fitter fpcakes off, come, bring away the ftockes. 

Gloft. Let me befecch your Grace not to do fo. 

His fault is much.and the good King his Matter 
Will checkc him for’t ; your purpofd low corre&ion 
Is fuch,as bafeft and temneft wretches for pilfrings 
And moft common trefpaffes are punifht with. 

The King muft take it ill, that hee’s fo (lightly valued 
In his McfTenger, (hould haue him thus reftrained. 

JDw^e.lle anfwer that. 

RegM'j fitter may rcceiue itmuch more worfey 
To haue her gentleman abufed,affauhed 

For 
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